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CROCKERY'S 'LAMENTATION; © 
Or, W onderful Changes ! 


| gung by Mr. LANE, at the Theatre, Roßal, Ne w- 
* caſtle, on Monday, 17th. March, 1817. 


HA'T changes have been, ſince 1 went to 
| Bengal, 

y ſweetheart is grown ſo confoundedly tall; 
3 Twere pyrjury @ marty.a monſter, I told her, 
So I promis'd a tit; not quite up to my ſhoulder. 
Derry down. 


15 ae ſtreet, now, there's a new ſort of /3:p ; 
ne Oid Bailey, too, there's à new ſort of drop : 
new fort of Robter is now to be found, | 3 
Wi 1G has others hang? « for him, and gets forty pound. ÞF 
; erty. down, TE 
_ TY obs £7% to be burnt very . they declare; 
33 No-worder—when Gas Ligbit ſet fire x0 the ait: 
Ihe clouds to ure tapt, fer à dropfical caſe, 
4 ide ſun Has Pike. out why Finck pots on his face. 
Derry down. 


a the ard i of Auen we make fools of 7 0 ; 
That day War ehnngered the day of all- joler a 

But chat. day toit chang' d, as now it appears, 
Ro is the Dg of Mlgzers. 

1 N *. = Dey own: 


” N Ls 

Sad oo x: dert 7 N hes Wellingion lone 3 

1 thoyght.that: he there Good hero alone; 

But he tod is chang'd, ur, in Europe I Re, | 
Bren. af att twice pifrethep 3 10 Bachs, Q gear „ 


Der down, HS 
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1 left Bogey ighting-oh e and dryilantys 2 # NPE 
His 580 20 it: was to get hold of an iſland q nt) 
But now Pyecome back, I look quite ag N MIT 
een he's got hold of an iſtaß d at Sl 951 11 


Derry down ik! 


1 . 01 tuo, 18 | 
Our oars $ our fails are exploded and gone, 


By steam from hot water the Boat is pully'd on 507 

Our Coinage is alter'd, but that is hot zlranges. 14,5 

For Sbillings were always inclining to changes, — 
erry dog. 


Little LANE; ngw; in changing, takes word 
delight, 


For he a ſtrange character plays every night; 
But {till to one character he means to be rue, 
"Tis Gr ue, 7 my and Devotion to you. 


4 70% wot Ant, alloy 2 


Death K 18114 ei 10 


1 on the ſpot, in aneient lore alt aan d 
Where Iris and Oſiris onge held Bays, NL 


O'er kings who ſleep in pyramidic pride; 4 
But now for Britiſh yalour, far more fam” d, | 
Since Nelsor's baud achiev*'d 'x* glor: ous d ole 
And, crown'd with laurelh Acme for. 


Her roſeate colours the dan had 'fotthed; © . 
O'er the field which ſtern ſlae ghtur had consdrogred. | 


4 


*I'was dark —ſave each flaſh at the cannon” s hoarſe 
when hy huge Abercrombie: receiy'd bis de 1 
en the brave om recely a al” Z 
wound; weir Lg 8 . 


His comrades with grief unaffected Oe os s it 
Though to Britain's renown he gave on — 


| 4 
With a mind unſubdu' d, ſtill the foe he defy, . 
Tin, feeling he ſoon to fate's ſummons mult yield. 


His comrades with grief unaffected deplore, 


The ſtandard of Albion, with victory crown'd, 

Wav'd over his head as he ſank on the ground. 

Take me hence, my brave fellows,” the vet' ran did 
cry, 5 


„ Mydety's complete, and contented 1 die. 
| / The Soldier's F uneral. 


TAT dirge-like ſtrains now meet the 
Sts" | 
Strains that call for pity's tear ; 
See aà solemn train appear, 
'Tis the Soldier's funeral. 
Slow they. move, in cadenc'd pace, 
Sorrow marking ev'ry face. 
With all the pomp of war to grace 
The gallant Soldier's funeral. 
enen eee eee | | 
And lo! a form more deeply ſad, - 
A female form, in ſable dad ;_ 


On the ſteed which the Hero of Acre ſupply'd,. _ 2 
He gave Sidney the ſword he no longer could wield ; * . | 


Though to Britain's renown he gave one laurel more. 


She, torn from her 100 d Soldier lad. 
Weeps: to lee his funeral. en 
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No black-ſtain'd plumes. in ſplendor wave, 3 | 


No mourners but his comrades brave, 
And heart- broke wife attend the Save, 
Form d for the Soldier's funeral. 


Now they reach the holy ground 
And all in death. like filence bound, 


' On reſted arms the ſpot ſurrounds. 


Intent upon the funeral. 5 . - Tap 


The Prieſt repeats che zolemm prayer, . 


The martial volley rends n 


To greet the ſpirit fled from 8 
And close the Soldier's funeral. 


| The Wounded Hafer. j 


„ 1s 


LONE to the banks ol 15 dark rollan Danu be 


Fair Adelaide, hi when the battle was. o'er; 


O whither, ſhe.cried, h thou, wander'd, my tiue 4 
Or where golt thou welter agd bleed on the ſhore. 

What e heard twas my Henry that bgh'd: 
All mournſul ſhe haiken's,, nor wander'd the , 0 I 


When bleeding and low on the heath ſhe descried, 
By the light of the moon, her poor wounded Hullar, 


From his boſdm that heav'dy; the laſt torrent was 
ſtreaming. 
And pale was his. visage, .deep:mark'd wich a ſe 
And dim was that eye, once expreflively — gh 


That melted eres and indes in war 3 * 
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How ſmit was poor (A dghidety hee bat: chat ght, 27 
io bitter flie-wepho'er-the vigund N rom 97 
« Haſt thou. comet mx. fand love, this laſt arge, 


night, ee 
: «To cheer the lone heart vf bt Wünmded Tluffar. 5 
« Thou ſhalt IT, Ep tho” replied hays mebey | e. 
lieving, 7 
Euch wwavibing um Put foubidamens mourn;” ' 
«© Ant! no, the lat pang imm boſoey isheavingy - 7 


«No light of the morn {hall to Henry return: 

% Thou charmer, of life, ever tender and ue, 
« Ve hibes of ray love, at await me afar.” 
His faulbring tongtie sturtely could urn adieut 4 
When he An in her eker mme 
Huſſar. A: nir < 7 


> 4 - 


328 
24 3 r 


The Zanbs of the. Dee. \ 


WAS ſummer, and ſoftly the breezes. were. 
£7 blowing, i > ZERO . 
And Srevtly the nighringale fun from * tree; 4% 
At the foot of # ck Where tlie was flowing 
I-fit myſelf down om the banks öf the Dee. 
Flow on, lovely Dee, flow un, tho feet river, 
Thy tanks, purest Aream; hall be dear to me ever; 
For there 1 first gain'd the affection and favour | 
Of Jamie, the glory and pride of the Dee. 


l me, and left eee mourti- 


To quali the proud rebels for valle 15 he: 
And ah? there's no hopes of his ſpeedy — 1 
To wander again on'ttie banks of the Dee 


*. ou talk of wondrous things you fre, 


x 


He' 8 gone, nn youth, o'er. the loud geek bil- 


"Thy kindefl 2 and ſweeteſt of all the gay Blows, Be 2 
And left me to ſtray mengſt the once ſoved willow, „ IT ir. 
The lonelieſt maid of the: banks of the. Deli? "reg 


But uy and my Prayers may perhaps yeh xefipes bs 
Bleſt peace may reſtore my dear ſhepherd to me; 

And v hen he returns, with ee care 11 watch Her : 

hirn, . x - 7 

Ile never ſhall {eg Ke ſwed banks 8 5 Dag „ 3 

The Dee then, ſhall flaw, alli its, beauties iſp! laying; . | 
The lambs om its Banks ſliall again be seen 225 ing; : 
Wiled evith)my-Jamie am careleſil taying, | 
And 4 ein all the tweets of che Der. X 
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Tbe Blind Boy. Mow: a: 5 


G. g what. is that thing all gh, 5 


Whuch I can ne'er apy, „ 4% 
Wert at are the bleflings -of't he ght? w . 
N L. rell your poor biin e 55 


Jou ſay the ſun ſhines bright; 


1 feel him. warm, but how enn he. s 


Or make it day or night Folk cn cs 


My day, or night myſelf 1 makes Son 
Whene'er | fleep or play 3 . 
O!] eoud lever keepawakel 


Wiebe tare Duns day. ” - 3 : 
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With ey ſighs, 1 often Mas 
You mourn my hapleſs woe; "4 


But, ſure, with, patience I can bear EA 
A loſs I ne*er can know. Fr 


Then let not what 1 MAINE 
My cheer of mind deſtroy.;, ;, 
hilt then 1 ſing, I am a king, 
e a poor blind boy. 


Pro Maud Margery. 


| A H! did you not hear of a poor cally . 
Who liſten'd to love, hut whoſe lover betray'd? 
Who fled far away to conceal her ſad ſhame, 


And who wild. i in Bet wits and her manners became! 
And ; hex Call'd her, Poor, mad N 


A 3 ſue call d ſrom che edges mend 10 
And choſe her collection of fred and wegds 2 
| | But the ſwerts ſhe neglected, or threw the in all by, 
Tb For hn thought ſhe Gesc no delight but t die. 
1 g | So farewell io poor Margery. $1 
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She 3 bor Harn, v/ittour f $1 Pact: or guide, 
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| To the britiki ofthe flood} 'or cht precipite kde; 

2 And thy ſtorms howlid: argundther ſue heeded/ihen 
L 1 For, in thongiics vf her ſhame, er n wetefa 
> . l 


7 Yy tbe nag pour bee I 
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